In less than ten minutes the General in the dingiest pair
of grey flannel trousers I have ever seen, an old flannel
shirt, a battered yachting cap, and a pair of deck shoes, was
on board. Eleven o'clock was striking, and my servant
was swinging my largest cocktail-shaker.
" That's the music I like to hear in the morning after
a night spent with you Guernsey racketeers," he declared,
as my wife stepped forward to welcome him.
Taking that day all round, however, it was an extra-
ordinarily lucky one in retrospect. The drizzle ceased,
the grey mists rolled away before the burning sunshine as
we rounded the corner of the Bulldog rocks. A faint
opalescent rainbow appeared and disappeared in what
seemed to be a matter of seconds. I have never seen the
waters around the island a deeper blue or the grass ridges
on the cliff-tops nearly a thousand feet above our heads
such a wonderful green. It was high tide and we sailed
close in. Lady Maurice gave a little cry of joy as the
panorama slowly unfolded itself.
" It is the most beautiful piece of seascape I have ever
seen," she declared.
" It isn't always like this," we were forced to admit.
It was a day when it seemed that nothing could go
wrong. Roberts, our fisherman, was not only before his
time on the mooring but he had succeeded in obtaining a
double allowance of bait.
" Will you take the helm, sir ? " I asked the General,
as we all clambered down into the fishing-boat.
" My boy," was the enthusiastic reply, " there is
nothing I should like better in the world."
I was a little dashed, for handling that rather clumsy
boat was almost my only nautical accompHshment, but I
was soon reconciled when I saw the skill which our dis-
tinguished passenger displayed. We went straight to the
pollock ground and within a few moments the General
had caught the first fish of the day, a feat which I always
rewarded with half a crown. He accepted it with a
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